




Epilogue. 

Firtt my feare then my curfic,laft my fpeech. 

My feare, is your difpleafure,my curly, mv duty,& my fp^j, 
to beg your pardons: ifyou looke for a good fpeech now, you 
vndo me, for what I haue to fay is of mine owne making a nc j 
what indeed(I Ihould fay) wil (I doubt) proue mine own m ar . 
ring:but to the purpofe,and fo to the venture. Be it knowne to 
you, as it is very well , I was lately here in the end of a difpka- 
fing play, to pray your patience for it, and to promife you a bet- 
ter: 1 meant indeed to pay you with this, which if like an il ven- 
ture it come vniuckily home, I breake, and you my Gentle cre- 
ditors loofe,here I promifde you I would be, and here I com- 
mit my body to your mercies,bate mefbme,and I will pay you 
fome,and(as itioft debtors do)promife you infinitely: and fo I 
kneele downe before you*, but indeed, to pray for the Queene, 

If my tongue cannot intreateyou to accjuitmee , will you 
commaund me to vfe my legges? And yet that were but Imht 
payment, todauncc out of your debt, but a good confei- 
ence will make any poffible falisfa&ion, and fo woulde 1 : all 
the Gentlewomen heere haue forgiuen me, ifthe Gentlemen 
Will not, then the Gentlemen doe not agree with the Gentle- 
women, which wasneuer feene in fuch an affemblie. 

O ne word mor e I befeech you , if you bee not too much 
clovd with fatte meatc, our humble Author will continue the 
ftorie,with fir Iohn in it, and make you merry withfaive Ka- 
tharine of Fraunce , where (for anything I knowe) Falftaffe 
fhall die ofafweat, vnleffe already a be killd with your harde 
opinions y for Olde- cattle died Martyre , and this is not the 
man : my tongue is weary, when my legges are too, I wil bid 
you, goodnight. 

FINI S, 



10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 


80 


90 


100 


110 120 130 140 150 


160 


170 


180 . 190 200 


210 


220 



230 


240 


250 260 270 280 290 


300 




► 



